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TheHiJfory 

Cref. Thenfvvect my Lord iic call minevnckle doyvne, 
Hsc fhall vnbolt the gates'. 

Trajl. Trouble him not. 

To bed to bed :(leepe kill thofe pricey eyes, ’ 

And giue as foft attachment to thy fences,]. 

A5 infants empty of al l thought. 

(ref. Good morrow then. 

‘i 'royl. I prithee novv-to bed. 

Cref. Are you a wearycf me ■ 

Tryl.OjyreJfeid * ! but that the bitfie dav* 

Wak’t by thcLarke hath rouzd the ribald Crowes, 

And dreaming night will hide our ioyes riddonger, 

I would not from thee. 

£><?/! Night hath beenetoo btiefe. 

Tro. BeftueW. she witch ! with ver.emotts wights (he flaits 
As t edioufty ash clffBftt flies the grafpes ofloue. 

With wings more momentary fwitt then thought, 

You will catch colic and curfemc. 

Cref Prithee tarry ,ycu men will neuer tarry, 

0 foolrfh Crejfsid.l might hauo fld! heldof, ^ 

And then yo-i would haue tarried. Harke therscr.evp, 
Pand Whats a'l the doorcs open heere? 

7 ro\l. It is your Vncle. 

C ref A, peftilence on him ? now Will he be mocking t 

1 fliall haue fuch a life. , , 

/W.How raw, how- now, now go marden-lieatis, 

Heere yot maide,where’s my cozin CrejfeicK 

Cref. Go hang your fclfe.you naughty mocking ync e, 
You biing me to doo— and then you floute me to, 

Pand. To do what, to do what? let her fay whar. 

What haue I brought you to doe ? 
Oe£Come,come,befhrew your heart,youle ncrebe 0 , 

nor fuffer other-s. , • (.or 

Pand. Ha.ha :alas poore wretch t a poore ch ¥ ch ^> . 
not flept to night ? would hee not ( a naughty roan; » 

fleepe^abug-beare take him. , itk’head, 

Cre/; Did not I tell you ? would he were knock 
Who’s that at doore,good vncklc go andfee. ^ 




oftroylus and Creffeida. 

My Lord, come you againe into my chamber, 

You finite and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Trtyl. Ha, ha. 

Cref. Come you aredecciued,I thinkeof no fuch thing, 
How carneftly they knock, pray you come in. Knock. 

1 would not for halfe Trey haue you feene here. Exeunt. 

Pand. Who’s there ? what’s the matter? vviilyou beate 
downe the doore ? How now, whet’s the matter ? 
oSre.Good morrow Lord,good morrow. 

Pand. Who’s there ray Lord sAdneas \ by my troth I knew 
you not : what newes with you fo early? 
vf£>:e. Is not Prince T reylut heere ? ■ 

Pand, Here, what flrould he dohere? 

<•/£*«•, Comeheis here, my Lord,donot deny him. 

It doth import him much ?c fpcake with me.. 

Pan. Is he here, fay yourits more then I know ile be fwome 
For myowne parti came in late : what ihould hee doe 
h;rv ? • r 

r/£ne. Who, nay then!Come.come,youlc do him wrong, 
ere you are ware,you!e befo true to him c# be falfe to him.* 
Do not you know of him, but yet go fetch him hither, go, 

T royl. How now, whats the matter i 
tr£ne. My Lord, I fcarcc haue leifure to faluteyou, 
Mymactcris fo rafh: there is at hand, 

Paris your brother, and Deiphobus , 

The Grecian D tented, and our Anthenor 
. Deliuci’d to him, and forth-Vvith, 

Ere the fir A facrifice, within this hourc, 

Wemuft giucypto hiomedes hand 
The Lady Crefseida 
Troyl. Is it fo concluded ? 

«/£#<?. 8y Priam and the gcnerall ftate of T roy, 

They are at hand,and ready to effedl it. 

T royl. How my aichiuements mock me, 

I will go meete them : and my Lord vEneas, 

Wemethy chance,youdidnotfindeme here. 

Good, good, my lord, the fecrets of neighbor Pandar 
Haue not more guift in tacitm nitie. Exeunt, 

H » t P<vid- 
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